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The BtUorie of 

T hat were his Lackics : I cried hum, and well, go to, ' 

But markthim notawordjOjhcisastedious 

Asa tyred Horfe, a rayiing Wife, 

Worfe then a fmokie Houfe# I had rather line 
With Cheefc and Garlikc in a Windmill farre, 

Then feed on cates,and hauc him talke to me, 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriltendome. 

In faith he was a worthy G entleman, 

Exceeding wellread and profited 
Inftrange concealemcnts,valiantasa Lion, 
Andwondrousatfable,andas bountiful!' > * 

As Mines of /W/<*: ihalll tell you, Coofen, Vu 

He holds your temper in a high refpcd:, - - 

And curbs himfelfe,eucn of his naturall fcopc. 

When you come crolle bis humor/aith he does .• 

I warrant youjthat man is not aliue. - 

Might fo haue tempted him,as y ou haue done, 

Without the tall ofdanger and reproofc: 

But doe not vfe it oft,let me intreat you, 
fVor. In faith,my Lord, you arc too wilfull blame, 

An6i finceyour comming hither, haue donecnough 
To put him quite bcfides bis patience.* 

You muft needs learne,Lord, to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it fliew greatnellc, courage, blood, 

And thats thedcareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefentharihrage, 

Defed of manners, want of gouernement. 

Pride, hautinclTe,opinion, and difdaine; 

Theleaft ofwhich haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens bearts,and leaues behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides'. 

Beguiling them ofeommendation. 

Heti WelljIamlchooldjGood-raanners be your /peed,. 
Hccre come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues, 

Enter ^ietidmeTi itdth tht LdtUet. 

This is the d eadly /pight that angers me. 

My Wife can fpeake no Englifh^ I no mijh. 

^len. My Daughter waepes,/hcele not part with you, 

Shcel6.’ 




Henry the Founk 

Shcelebcafouldier too, flieeletothewarrcs, 
jldor. Good father tell her, that /hc,andmy hnniFercy^ 
Shall follow in yourconduftfpeedily. 

Gkndmer ffeak^s to her in and /he at/were s 

himinthefante* 
glen* Sheisdc/perathcere, 

Apceuifli fclfe-wild harlotry, one thatnopcrfwalion can doc 
good vpon. 

The Lady Ipeal^s inWel/h, 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy lookes,that pretty wclfli, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefefwelling heauens, 

I am too perfed in,and but for ihame 
Infuch »pailey ftiould I anfwere thee. 

The Lady againe in Wel/h, 

LMor* I vnderftand thy kilJes,and thou mine. 

And thats a feeling difpufation : 

But 1 will neuer be a truant loue, 

TillI haue learn d thy language,for thy tongue 

Makes fVelJh as fweets as ditties highly pend, . » 

Sung by a fairc Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauiftiing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay.ifthoumeltjthenwiil flierunnemad, 

The Lady fpeakes againe in Wei/h. 

Mor. 0,1 am ingnorance it telfe in this. 

Glen. She bids you on the wanton ru/heslay you downe, 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And (he will fmg the fong that pisafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of llcepe. 

Charming your bloud with pleafmg heauincire. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe , 

As is the difference betwixtday and night. 

The houre before the heauenly harueff teemo 
Begins his golden progrell'e in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all ray heart He fitandheareherfing, 

2y that time will our booke I thinke be drawne. 

(//?». Do (b,and thofe Mufitions that fliall play to you. 
Hang in the ayre a thoufand Leagues from thence. 

And ftraight they fliall be hcre,fitand attent. 

F 3 Mot. 


100 110 120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 300 






